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Author's Notes: 
Probably the sweetest thing | have ever written. 


She doesn't read the interviews any more; she just patiently cuts them out and pastes them into the 
scrapbook. Friends and family mail her the more hard to get international magazines. She doesn't bother reading 
the press any more because she knows that isn't really her Nick. He's 2D in print, black and white and red all 


over. Mrs. Oliveri understands the usefulness of having a public persona, better than most journalists. 


If she flicks through the book quickly with her thumb and forefinger from left to right, it becomes a blur of 
newsprint, sandy red and cream. But the sandy red disappears towards the end of the filled-up pages, and Mrs. 
Oliveri can't help but wonder what has happened to that young red-haired boy with the scuffed knees who 
would always come round to dinner and drum on every surface he could find - until his parents compromised 
and bought him a guitar. She misses him, but mostly out of the knowledge that her son misses him more, 
aches desperately for things to be just as they were before. Her heart feels heavy in her chest, remembering 


how Nick's voice cracked on the phone, just repeating, "It's over.. it's over.. its over... 


But if there is one thing that Mrs. Oliveri knows, it's that life does carry on, and she'll carry on filling up the 
scrapbook, mending his dresses and forwarding mail to hotels in Europe and beyond. And the Nick she knows, 
away from the tape recorder or TV. mic, well, he'll get along just fine. He always picked himself up after a fall 
or after things went sour with a girl. Even if Nick doesn't have any faith left, his mother has all the faith in 


the world in him. 


